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Izzy's just learnt to drive. 
His parents told him, stay in school, earn your diploma, we'll buy you a car. Promised him a real good one, too. 
Until then, though, he's gonna continue taking the family hatchback out for secret joyrides at three am. 


At this point in time, at this very moment, I'm sitting not necessarily in his car, but l'm sitting on the 


backseat with the passenger door open, swinging my legs against the side. Izzy's walking around, having a 
cigarette, doesn't want the car to smell of smoke, doesn't want his parents finding out. He doesn't realise that 
his clothes stink of it, that and weed and a little bit of alcohol, but only on sundays and only when you're a bit 


too close. 


A woman in her dressing gown peaks out from behind the lace taj mahal blinds of a sweet little living room, 
eyeing Izzy cautiously. She's an early bird. Must be buzzing at the site of us, even looking at us promises 
some good entertainment; Izzy, stick thin with unkempt hair and brand new drainpipe jeans, and myself, with a 
shiner over my right eye and an ugly red cotton pullover thats sticking to the open wounds on my knuckles. It 


stings and | shift. 


It's five fifty five am, too cold, barely thursday. The sky's turning some pinks and purples and theres still 
some black cloud on the horizon. I'm here, Izzy's there. 

We're parked uptown, in a sweet, rich little cul de sac of cute terraced bungalows and huge, huge balconied 
houses. This is a place I've never been before, though it appears Izzy comes here as much as he pleases. 
That's what's happening at this point in time, at this very moment. 


At a previous point in time, at another moment, it had been close to two, maybe three am. I'd left the house, 
reasons irrelevant, aching and angry. So angry. 

Earlier on in the evening I'd been happy. Then | got sad, very sad. Then | got annoyed, and then angry. And when 
| get angry, | get disrespectful. But, hey, what can you do? 


| headed straight for a phone box and dialled Izzy's number. Nobody else | could go to. 


He answered, | told him to come and get me, | knew | was pissed but | must've been crying or something 


because Izzy knew something was up. He always does, he's a little smartass. 


| knew he'd be awake. Even on school nights, he's up doing something, someone, somewhere. While | was on the 
phone with him, | could hear Lou Reed's Transformer playing in the background. Must've been planning to get 
high. Sorry, Izz. 


By the time he'd come to get me, outside the shitty little phone box, | was bleeding. I'd punched the brick wall 
a few times over, doing more harm to me than it but it's all over now, nothing | can do to fix it. 


My knuckles stung and so did my eye, and | didn't realise why until Izzy almost went into cardiac arrest. 


"Who the fuck gave you that?!" He'd exploded. | had no idea what he was talking about. "Billy, you little psycho, 
fucking get in here!" 


| climbed in next to him and he reached out to grab my face but | smacked it away. | don't like when people go 
for my face. Teachers are always doing it if they see something dark and purple and dotted red. 


‘Izzy, calm the fuck down," | was smacking him away consistently. | wished he'd stop. It's over now, but | wish 


he wouldn't push me. | wish he'd just relax. 


"Billy, did your dad do that?" 
"Okay, don't ever say that to me, Izz, but besides the point, what the fuck are you talking about?" 
"Uh, try that fucking shiner, dude." 


Catching sight of myself in the rear view mirror made me want to vomit. 


| sank back in my seat. 


Izzy was still staring at me, incredulously, as if I'd taken that fucking Lou Reed vinyl he's always playing and 
thrown it into the fire. 


"Waiting for something?" | snapped. 
He shook his head, eyes as big as dinner plates. "| can't believe you." 
"Am | too good to be fuckin’ true, lzz?" 


He shook his head harder, lips cracking into a unsure grin, as if he'd just been told a sick joke. "Dude, was it 


your dad or not?" 

"Fuck you! Don't ask me that!" 

Is that a yes?" 

"Izzy, stop bringing it up, | told you that shit in confidence, not so you could throw it in my face-" 
"Billy, I'm asking, I'm not throwing it in your face!" 

"Why do you need to know, huh?! | didn't call for a fucking interrogation!" 

And | don't really know what compelled me to leave the car, but none of my actions are really thought 
through anyway. 

I'd kicked the shitty door open, and started off in the opposite direction before | heard a very tired "Fucking 
Christ!" and a set of quickened footsteps behind me. 

| turned, and Izzy and his struggling stoner movements were jogging towards me. 


"Billy, don't be a dickhead, just come back to the car, okay? I'm sorry, | shouldn'tve said all that shit” 


| folded my arms and shrugged and followed him back to the ugly green hatchback Izzy was wearing jeans, 
brand new ones, the type that stick to your legs, that cut off your circulation. He could pull them off though. 


A year, maybe two ago, he was awkward looking, lanky, with an immature face. Now, a week or so from his 


seventeenth birthday, he's filling out alright. Tall, good face, long hair. He's doing alright. 


He's wearing boots with a hard heel, the type that clack against the gravel. Drives me insane, | hate that 


sound. 

He ordered me back in the car, got in himself and we sat there in silence for a good thirty seconds. 

"Did you wanna go back to mine?" he asked finally, looking straight at me. Izzy has these massive eyes, bambi 
eyes, but they don't really give him an edge or vulnerability. They just make him look higher than he actually 
is. 


"No," | shook my head. "Do you just wanna.. can you just drive?" 


He nodded. "Yeah, | can probably do that.” 


He started the engine and that particular point in time had come to an end. 

We drove through the town, and we stopped to share a cig in the parking lot of a seven-eleven. I'd rolled my 
window down, ended up hanging half in the car, half out of it, resting my arms and head on the roof while Izzy 
puffed away opposite. He was walking about, marching about, smoking aggressively. He gets high maintenance at 


right. He forgets to be cool, 


"Pass me some of that, zz," | murmured, lifting my head off the roof as he reached across and passed me it. 


| took a drag, and without a cigarette to shut himself up, Izzy began to talk again. 

"Does your eye hurt?" 

"Shut up, zz." 

"| know, | know, you don't wanna talk about it, | shouldn't make you think about it, whatever, Billy, | got it" 
Silence ensued. 

"What about your knuckles?" 

Yes. Silence. 

"Billy-" 

‘Izzy, l'm tired, okay?" 


"Then let me take you fucking home!" 


" 
, OSS. 
"Sure hope you mean yours, ass 


"Of course | mean mine, dickhead, | can do a lot of shitty things but l'm not gonna fuckin’ drop you off with a 
dude that gives his kids fucking..black eyes, okay? l'm not gonna drop you off at- at Mengele's fucking daycare." 


Silence. That was quite funny actually. Thought about telling him so but didn't. More silence, bittersweet. 


"Do you- do you wanna go home, Billy?" He asked me, worn out. From what, | don't know. Guess he smokes so 


much that even talking leaves him breathless now. 

"No, Izzy." | shook my head. "Actually, l'm, like, sorry." 

"What, really?" 

"Thanks, |zz" 

"No, its just- its not your fault, like, is it? If my dad smacked me around | wouldn't wanna talk about it either." 
"Not to sound like a dickhead but why do you keep bringing it up then?" 

Izzy blinked. 

"| guess | wanna help but it's coming out the wrong way." 

"Huh, an issue with sensitivity.” 

"Yeah, quite." 

| passed Izzy back the cigarette and he took the final drag, before crushing it beneath his annoying boot. 


"Where do you wanna go next then?" He asked, getting into the car. | slid back through the window and 
shrugged. 


"Nowhere in particular." 

"Hold on, I've got a place | wanna show you." 

He started up the engine and began to drive off, and | thumbed through the tapes in the glove compartment. 
Some were old, his parents’, some were new, his. My fingers lingered on one, Queen's Night at the Opera. My 


favourite. 


"Does your radio work?" | asked him. He shrugged, punched a button and static ensued. 


"Guess not," he said. | nodded, and slipped the tape into the pocket of my jeans. 

| began to feel tired, and my bloody knuckles were sticky and stinging and chafing against the cotton of my 
pullover. The little beads of blood on my cheek had scabbed over and my eye was throbbing in pace with my 
heartbeat. It was all hurting, it was all making me feel fucking ill. 

My eyes were squeezed shut and | was far too tense, lying against the worn leather. 

"Billy, you okay?" 

No. Silence. 

"Billy?" 

I'm not well, Izz, leave me alone." 

| think I'd meant to say that | was tired, but | wasn't wrong. 

"If | can find a Spar or some shit that's open, I'll run in and grab you something-" 

‘Izzy, it's not your responsibility, leave it" 

| felt him sulk back into himself. 


"| don't wanna leave it." 


| opened my eyes and the streets were empty, Izzy was trying his luck at pushing the hatchback's engine 


further and further. We were leaving town, heading west, somewhere nicer. 


Took me all of five minutes to realise that we were heading towards the nicer side of town, the richer side, 


the estates. 


| still don't know why he wanted to take me there. | don't know why he'd want to. Neither of us are rich, but 
Izzy's a lot poorer than | am. Maybe he just likes looking at what might've been had his mom not been a gypsy 
and his dad not been whatever the fuck he was, or what could've happened had they not divorced. | feel sorry 
for Izzy. A lot. And | don't know why, because | have it a lot fucking worse. At least | know when to shut my 


mouth. 


Thinking about family makes me anxious. 
Its truth of the matter. And Izzy's driving is too reckless for a boy of seventeen, it was nauseating, and the 
way the cotton of my sleeves stuck to the open wounds on my knuckles made me hot and sticky and stressed 


out. 


| decided | was gonna vomit. 
"Stop the fucking car," | told Izzy. 
"What?" He said. 

"Stop the fucking car," | repeated 
"Why?" He said . 

"Stop the fucking car!" | yelled. 


He slammed on the breaks, | yanked my belt off, kicked open the door and stumbled out into the empty street, 


throwing up violently what little was left in me. 

| couldn't hear Izzy running after me and | assumed he just grew tired of me, and | sunk to the ground, hand 
clamped over my mouth, and kept retching even though nothing came back up. | spluttered and | coughed, and 
then | felt a cool pair of hands winding through my hair and holding it back. 


"Fuck me, Billy," he said, somewhat soothingly, "is that all of it? Get it all up while you can. It's alright, there's 


no cars coming.” 


He kept my hair in one hand and placed the other on my neck. His hands were cold while my face was blazing, 


shows how different we really are. He rubbed my neck back and forth and | really, really wanted to cry. 
| didn't, but | wanted to. 
"This is pathetic," | told him, breathing thick and sharply, holding back tears. 


"You're having a bad night, that's not your fault," he whispered. | know, Izzy, | don't need you to tell me. You 
don't need to tell me anything, why do you have to state the fucking obvious all the time? 


"Yeah," | agreed with him. "It's a bad night." 
"Do you want me to take you home?" he asked. 
"No," | shook my head. "Take me- take me where you were going to take me." 


| looked behind me and met his eyes. He looked puzzled, and opened his mouth to presumably argue, but 
stopped himself. 


"Alright" 


He helped me up and led me back to the car. 
"Let me know if you're gonna vomit again." 
"I let you know before." 


"No, you told me to stop the car, | thought you were gonna run off again. You could've just said, ‘stop the car, 


I'm gonna vomit." 

| sighed and got back into the car. 

"No more, Izzy. | don't want any more arguing.’ 

| wasn't arguin-" 

"Izzy. What are you doing now?" 

| was scared that he was about to sulk, but he gave me a smile instead. 
"Sorry, Billy, won't do it again." 

"And drive slow this time, prick" 


That smile on his face widened, and he stayed silent. 


We pulled up into a little cul de sac, fitted with identical bungalows and large balconied three stories; the ideal 
retirement, and the ideal family home. 


| found myself staring at a terraced three story, and | could see it already. Mom, dad, maybe one, two, three 
kids and a cute little terrier. Happy marriage, happy living, happy kids. 
And for some reason, that image made my blood boil. Part of me wanted to set fire to the whole fucking 


building, and I'm still not as shocked at myself as | should be. Everyone deserves to know what unhappiness 


feels like. 

"Im stepping out for a cig," Izzy told me. | nodded 

"Why don't you come with me, talk to me?" He asked. | narrowed my eyes. 
"Ive been talking to you all fucking night 


"Well, talk to me some more.” 


"Would much rather sit here and vomit over your dashboard” 

He rolled his eyes, grabbed his cigs and lighter and stepped out of the car. 

When he slammed the door shut, | sighed. 

| didn't really want to be there. 

Then he yanked my door open and stood there, lighting up. He took a drag and then rested his arm on the top 
of the door. 

"Talk to me," he said. 

"Not a chance in hell," | told him. 

There was a chance in hell though, and two cigarettes later, I'm in the backseat andlzzy's pacing about - it's 
five fifty five am, too cold and barely thursday. That's whats happening at this point in time, at this very 
moment. 


"She's eyeing you up there, Izz,"| say, nodding towards the woman in the window of the terraced bungalow. 


Izzy glances, and shrugs, puffing smoke out of his mouth while his cigarette still hangs there. "Let her," he 


commands, as if Jesus has come again and his name is Jeffrey Isbell. 


He's insane. | guess I'm glad to have him. 


Don't really have anybody else. 

"Pass me that cig, 122," | hold out my hands and he gives me what's left of it. 

"You want one? | got a couple left," he offers. | decline. 

"Not sure | could stomach a full one." 

Izzy, seemingly cigarette-less for the first time tonight, makes his way to the opposite passenger side. | don't 
turn to see what he's doing, but | hear the door open and don't hear it close. That tells me he's sitting the 
exact way | am. 

"How are you feeling now?" he asks. 

| shrug, which is pointless, because we can't see each other. 


"Better, just. don't know. Better." 


"Do you wanna talk about anything?" He asks cautiously. | deflate. Izzy.. 


| know, you don't want to but, like, | figured it might be easier if you're not talking at someone and kind of, like, 


talking to someone." He carries on, rushing his words. 


He does that. He's got nothing in his system. He's probably not got a cigarette, any pot's more than definitely 
worn off, not seen him drunk tonight. This is Sober Izzy I'm talking to, and Sober Izzy isn't really Izzy at all 


Sober Izzy has anxiety and paranoia scratched into him, trademarks of using and experimenting with drugs so 
early on. 

He thinks about what he says, which is good, but he thinks too hard. Even just holding a cigarette keeps this 
Izzy away, because it gives him a personality to uphold. | don't think he has a personality when he's alone. 


Everything just seems like an act. Though | guess he knows himself more than | do. 


"My dad did it, is that what you wanna hear?" | say softly, like somebody might be listening. God only knows 


who. 


"Well, | mean, | figured," Izzy speaks softly as well. "Just wondered if talking would help. You- you can tell me 
anything. I'll tell you something if you want." 


| scoff. Guess the thought is there. 
"Go on then, Izzy, tell me something.’ 


I's silent for a moment, and | can tell he's scanning for something he's not already told the world. Izzy doesn't 


have secrets. He's an open book 


"Uh..actually-" he breaks off, and then picks himself up. "Actually, something weird happened at that party last 


week, you know the one?" 
"| didn't go, Izz" 

"Oh, didn't you?" 

"| wasn't invited." 


We're both silent, for the countless time this evening, and then suddenly | find myself smiling. | hear him giggle. 
And then the two of us are laughing. 


‘Its not funny,” | grin. 
"Its- | don't know what it is," Izzy's still giggling. 


"Just ‘cause you get invited to fucking everything- look, whatever, what happened at your shitty little party?" 


He stops laughing, and his tone turns almost curious. 


"I think someone came onto me." He tells me. | roll my eyes, and take one of the last drags of the cigarette he 


gave me. 
"Well, fuckin’ surprise, surprise." 
"It was a dude." 


| choke on the smoke. 


"You're fucking kidding, who?" | croak, and Izzy feeds me a dry chuckle. A very phonetic ‘ha ha’. 

"That'd be telling, Billy. You'd give the guy hell.” 

| raise my eyebrows. He's not wrong. How glorious would it be if it was one of the cunts who used to give me 
a hard time? I've got no sympathy for fags. But then something hits me. "Did you- you didn't.come back onto 


him, did you?" | edge around my words. 


Izzy voice rings back clearly. "Uh, no. | don't think so, at least. | was hammered though, and | do love a bit of 
attention- fuck, | thought he was just being friendly.’ 


| rolled my eyes. "You can't establish the difference between being friendly and wanting to fuck?" 


Izzy sounds like he's thinking hard. "Honestly? Not really. | mean, everything you say to me sounds somewhat 


dodgy’ 

"Thanks for that, you freak" 

We carry on like this, back to back, for a while. Izzy doesn't bring up my dad again Im grateful 

Its well past six when we stop, and | feel the car move as Izzy shifts to look at me. 

"You're not going to school today, then?" 

"| dont think so. 

"You wanna crash at mine? We'll need to be quick before Sonja wakes up 

Imagine being on a first name basis with your parents. | nod, and we climb into the front seats. Izzy starts the 


car, and | blink goodbye to my might've beens and could haves, and breathe goodbye to that burning terraced 


three story as it grows smaller and smaller in the rear view mirror. 


I'm tired. I'm not sick, but | still ache and my eye pulses and I'm trying not to thing about the sweaty cotton 
sticking to my bloody hands. | lean back in the seat and everything goes far away. 


| feel a resurgence of consciousness when the car stops. | don't open my eyes but | recognise that l'm half 
asleep. My heads laying on something hard, bony, that moves as | hear the engine turn off; Izzy's shoulder. 

| can feel him breathing shakily, but that's how he breathes anyway, and his heartbeat pulses into my head. | 
don't know why he isn't waking me up and | don't want to know, until those cool hands wind into my hair once 
more. They linger for a minute, as if holding my head to his shoulder. It's an embrace. A few seconds later, his 


hand slides down to my shoulder, and shakes it delicately. 

"Billy? Wake up, we're here." He sounds exhausted, like he's just ran a marathon. Smoker lungs. What an idiot. 

| blink my eyes open, and the day is far too bright. 

"Yeah," | tell him, moving my head and feeling the blood rush upwards. We share a look, mine is knowing while 
his seems anxious, sleepy; half ‘child's hand caught in the cookie jar’ and half ‘whatever, bitch, cuff me, sue 
me, throw me in jail’ | look away, out in front of me, at the long dusty road of Izzy's neighbourhood. A better 


home, but no less sad a life. 


"Guess we are." | say. 


